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	1. Three Hearts

**Author's Notes:** Minimal character changes have been made to Henry, Ava and Nicholas to fit this story but I was really surprised how little I actually needed to adjust. During a re-watch, I couldn't get out of my head how much Ava and Nicholas looked/acted like Captain Swan kids and thus this story was born. I've worked on it for a long time, but decided to upload it sooner than planned as I just cannot wait to share it with you!

* * *

><p><strong>~ Prologue ~<strong>

Three hearts; seventeen-year-old Emma Swan had never heard anything quite so terrifying.

She used to sit in her jail cell and stare at the little plastic stick that told her only one thing. Hearing "pregnant" and "baby" being directed at her didn't give the stick power or importance; it was just stating a fact. Emma didn't know what to do with words she didn't fully understand.

The check-ups were weird. She sat in a boring room while a man with a gruff voice asked her to lay on what Emma couldn't quite determine to be either table or bed. She was there several times, but it was the first visit that Emma would never forget. The rhythmic beating in her ears rushed air into her lungs, as the man told her there were three hearts inside her abdomen. It wasn't a baby with three hearts, as she'd initially assumed, but three babies. There were three individual lives growing inside her, getting bigger every day for nine months.

Emma moved her left ankle, feeling the bite of the metal cuff. Looking over her large stomach to where her legs were propped up for the big moment, Emma wondered how they could expect her to run in such a state. The room felt cold and was far too white, but the reminder of three hearts kept her mind on track.

There was pressure on her back and she couldn't move. Strangers in medical clothes rushed around her and machines beeped in tune to the ticking of time. Emma looked at the clock on the wall, seeing it was nearly eight. Her birthday was almost over and three others were about to begin.

She was eighteen today.

Emma didn't feel older yet; maybe it was buried underneath the contractions and fear. While she'd long ago learned not to expect any celebration of her birthday, neither had she thought it would become the worse day of her life.

The doctor smiled in a way that was genuine. He encouraged her and praised whatever Emma was doing; she didn't know. They told her to push or breathe and that was the extent of her purpose in the sterile-stinking hospital room.

Her body was at war with itself. The muscles below her ribs wanted the babies out but the strength of her heart tried to keep them safe inside her. Her enormous stomach was a cocoon that allowed the babies to be hers; once she pushed, the harshness of the world beyond would take them away from her. One baby needed things Emma couldn't give, but three robbed her of any chance to try. They had an entire future outside the room and Emma couldn't be a part of it; she couldn't be a mother.

They deserved so much and she had too little to give.

The pushing felt like her emotional pain turning physical, as it ripped through her with merciless force. It was the most exhausting thing Emma had ever done in her life and she'd run across a city once when she was ten.

'It's a girl, Emma!'

Her body fought with everything, even itself, but it was the cry of her daughter that snapped the strings of will holding her together. Emma trapped the tears behind her eyelids and released a shaky breath. How could she be sweating in a room so cold? It was distracting enough that the lights kept flickering. The cry continued in the background as if the little girl mourned the break from the cocoon of her mother's warmth and safety.

Emma's hands gripped the handles on either side of her narrow bed, wondering how much tighter it would take for the plastic to break under her hold.

She had to push out two more babies and watch as a stranger took them away forever. Did they know what was coming; was her daughter crying because she'd already figured it out? Emma dug for the strength to keep going but found none of it inside her. She couldn't give them away and nor could she keep them. Her heart and mind were split in the middle; Emma wondered how she was even still alive.

She couldn't see her daughter, just hear the cries elevating the pace of the room as the minutes ticked by. Emma was told to push again and she really had to force it.

Why did the room keep getting colder?

'A boy!'

Emma didn't know why the doctor was trying to make things harder. She didn't want to know she had a daughter and son. Their cries flooded her ears, so close yet she couldn't reach to soothe them. She wanted to hold her babies and never let go. Emma reminded herself of all the things that would go wrong if she did. The bad scenarios of being homeless, hungry and out in the cold were her only comfort; the nightmares of her memories and tainted imagination kept the babies at a safe distance.

The third baby took longer and doubled the agony tearing through her as if her body had finally realised the consequences of emptying the cocoon. Emma screamed until her throat stung and she could no longer tell the difference between sweat or tears. The doctor announced she had a second son and the room stilled. It was quiet and calm while a storm raged inside her.

There was no third cry.

Emma lifted her chin as high as she could, trying to see what was going on. Their backs were turned and the chill in the air bit at her skin. She gasped when the doctor finally turned around with a wriggling bundle in his arms. He was suddenly beside her; the baby was right there. She could lift her arm and touch him. Wiping her hand across her eyes to defog her vision, Emma caught sight of the bluest blue she'd ever seen.

Her baby had his father's eyes.

'Emma?'

She turned her head away, focusing on a spot of the white wall across the room.

'Emma, just so you know, you _can_ change your mind.'

She whimpered and gripped the sides of the bed with her hands. The tiny cry behind her was a calling. Her body, as sore and exhausted as it was, turned automatically towards the sound. The fight inside her was too complex for Emma to make sense of. Slowly, she glared at the doctor so he wouldn't think she'd changed her mind. Her eyes fell to the bundle in his arms, where a little hand waved in the air as if searching.

Did he know she was there?

Emma sniffed the cocktail of chemicals and sweat, and inched her hand through the air towards the baby. His fingers were so tiny and the precious sound he vocalised shattered through her trance.

She jerked her hand back.

Emma broke into sobs and turned away again, shaking her head until she was sure the baby was out of reach. The doctor passed around her bed to carry her son away. Emma had been so caught up in the moment she'd completely missed the other two being taken from the room.

They were gone.

She was alone and had no continued purpose in the cold room. A violent sob tore through her chest and throat, filling every part of her that wasn't already hurting. Emma stared upwards at the blurry ceiling and didn't know how to keep herself from breaking.

Her daughter and two sons were gone.

She had to give them their best chance, even if it destroyed her in the process. For months there were three tiny hearts inside her – the kicks, growth, aches and hormones had become a part of her. What was she now without them? They formed within her and created a new Emma, but what happened next?

She didn't know this new Emma at all yet somehow she'd become her.

She had nothing left now. Nothing, apart from the only thing she could seek relief in - Emma would never have to explain to Killian Jones that she'd had their babies taken away.

* * *

><p><strong>~ Chapter One: Three Hearts ~<strong>

The boy had green eyes. That was Emma's first clue when Henry showed up on her doorstep to announce he was her son. He was her second child; the one whisked away before she'd had time to process that she'd given birth to a baby boy.

Had it really been ten years since the worse day of her life?

Emma supposed she was handling the situation rather well. Sure, she was hiding in the bathroom feeling about to throw up, but how was one supposed to react? Her son was in the other room stealing her orange juice and she was fine. She could get through this.

'You know, we should probably get going,' Henry said.

Emma had barely set two feet out of the bathroom when he turned his attention to her. That was okay, she reminded herself. She gave birth to three kids and put them up for adoption. She survived that, so she could get through anything.

Emma looked at the boy's eyes and felt her doubts clouding in.

Henry. She reminded herself this kid had a name. He wanted her to come home with him and that was as far as Emma could let things go.

'Okay, kid, I'm calling the cops.' Emma reached for the phone.

'And I'll tell them you kidnapped me,' Henry replied.

Emma put the phone down and looked at him. Oh, he was good. Not impressive, but good. She wished she could say she was better, but the kid won in the end. It didn't even feel like a battle; one moment she had the phone with the intention to call the police, the next she was gathering her coat and locking the apartment door behind them.

'Nice car.'

Emma ignored the kid and slipped into the yellow bug. He was far too happy beside her and it made everything uncomfortable. Well, more than it already was.

Starting the engine and driving them out of Boston, Emma wondered if she'd be lucky enough to drive the four hours to Maine without any sort of conversation.

'I'm hungry. Can we stop somewhere?'

If the first ten minutes was much to go by, Emma knew her wish for a silent drive was a waste of optimism.

'This is not a road trip; we're not stopping for snacks.'

'Why not?'

Emma gripped the steering wheel and willed herself to keep it together.

He probably had questions or was too curious for his own good. All she had to do was remain distant and boring, then he'd fade back into her memories and out of the present. Emma would drop him back home with his real parents, who probably had a lovely house and big backyard, and be on her way. He was ten; kids got bored easily, right?

'Quit complaining, kid. Remember, I could've put your butt on a bus; I still could.' Emma was glad to be the one with the superpower because that was a blatant lie. Hopefully, it would deter his interest.

She wasn't his mother, just the one who brought him into the world.

'You know, I have a name? It's _Henry.'_

Her plan wasn't working.

Emma turned onto the highway and kept her eyes focused ahead. Except for the few seconds she was able to glance at the object clutched on his lap. A book of fairytales. That conversation distracted him but lessened Emma's confidence even further. He believed the stories were real and whatever problems he had she was going to fix them.

Emma exhaled and leaned back slightly. The kid – Henry – had turned to stare out the window. It was dark so there wasn't much to see, though Emma was glad to not be the focus of his attention.

It would be impossible for her to have never thought about her three babies in the ten years since giving birth to them. She'd tried not to, but every once in a while she'd see a little boy or girl in the street and wonder.

The blue eyes of her second son still haunted her dreams sometimes.

Seeing Henry had awoken curiosities she'd never allowed herself to have before. He had her eyes and his brown hair wasn't as dark as Killian's. The triplets probably weren't identical; Emma hadn't even known that, as she never even got to see the other two babies. What did they look like? Did they know each other - why did Henry come alone? Emma often worried they'd be split up; three kids was a lot to handle for anyone in one go. It seemed the truth sat beside her.

The image of her baby with blue eyes came to mind - this time, she was unable to shake it.

'So, uh...You have a brother or sister?' Emma hoped she wouldn't regret starting a conversation when he'd finally gone quiet.

'Nope.' Henry turned back to her, eyebrows raised. 'Do I?'

And there was the regret Emma expected. How could she answer that? No, and let it be a lie. Or yes, and mess with his life more than she already was. The lying would be best, but she caught a glimpse of his eyes and hesitated. He'd found her, didn't he? If Henry so much of suspected he wasn't her only child then he might not believe anything else she had to say.

Liars weren't boring.

'You tell me.' Emma shrugged, pretending to misunderstand his question. 'How did you find me?'

'A website. It was pretty easy.' He also shrugged.

'Great,' Emma muttered. 'Why now?'

'Because today is your 28th Birthday, right?'

'Yeah.' She frowned. 'So? It's your birthday too.'

'So, it's been 28 years since the curse was cast.' Henry held tighter to his book. 'That's when the saviour is supposed to come home and save everyone from the Evil Queen.'

'And you think I'm the saviour?' Emma tried to withhold a scoff.

'No, I _know_ you are.'

The kid was determined and didn't waver.

When they finally drove through Storybrooke, Henry tried again to convince her the fairytales were real. It was a whirlwind of a night: meeting Regina; nearly running over a wolf and crashing the car enough to knock her out; then waking to find herself in a cell the next morning.

The irony was not lost on her.

Leroy, Marco, Sheriff Graham, Regina, Mary Margaret - it was a rush of people and places that morning. Henry apparently had a habit of running off, and she'd solved the mystery of how he'd found her.

By afternoon, in between finding Henry and starting to question his mother's cold social skills, Emma was emotionally drained.

She tightened her hold on the steering wheel of her car, just sitting there with the engine off. She'd parked away from the busier parts of the town and tried to convince herself to drive out of Storybrooke entirely. Henry's pleas for her to stay just one week, and Regina's increasing dramatics, raised an unsettling feeling in her stomach.

Her instincts told her if she left now, she'd only turn around to come back. Emma knew something was...Off.

'Alright, Corey, if there's ever a time to get wise...' Emma got out her phone and dialled the first number listed.

'Yo?' Hearing her foster brother's voice, she paused to relish the sound; it had been months since his last visit. 'Emma?'

'Corey, hey!' She exhaled. 'You would not believe the day I'm having.'

'Yeah? I doubt that.' Corey sounded amused. 'You could tell me there are bears on the moon and I'd believe you. So, what's up?'

Emma smiled. He was always ready to help her or listen when needed. He hadn't shown up for her birthday but that was okay; that was Corey. She knew he cared about her in his own way.

'I need you to tell me what to do.' Emma leaned back in the car seat and ducked her head.

'No one tells Emma Swan what to do.'

'Corey, seriously.' She shook her head. 'Last night, a kid showed up on my doorstep and said he was my _son._ A ten-year-old boy with brown hair and green eyes.'

There was silence on the other end.

Emma knew Corey took his time to grasp important or shocking situations. At least he didn't hang up or throw anything, just fell into a state of mental processing. Either that or he'd gotten better at disguising any background noises when on the phone with her.

'Corey?'

'What do you need me to do?' Corey asked. 'And only the one kid - not the other two?'

'I don't think he knows about them. Henry. His _name_ is Henry.' Emma finally said it aloud. He was a real person; a little boy with a name. All the things that made the situation more difficult than it already was.

'Em, what do you need from me? Where are you?'

'Maine,' Emma said. 'I need you to tell me what to do. His mother is...Kind of a hard-ass. He asked me to stay a week to...The kid's got problems. He believes fairytales are real and this whole town has been cursed by the Evil Queen.'

'You believed in fairytales,' Corey said. 'All those stories about you and Jones becoming pirates and slaying dragons. Every kid believes in that crap, right?'

'What if he's not happy?' Emma tried another tactic.

She didn't remember those stories with Killian, but supposed maybe their son...No, she couldn't call him that.

'Then stay a week.'

'Really, just like that?' Emma was angry. She realised she did want Corey to argue and convince her to leave town then never turn back.

'Em, the fact you're calling me means you want to run.' He sighed. 'But you don't want to feel guilty about it. And we both know you will, unless you make sure Henry's okay.'

'I need you to do something for me.' Emma suddenly decided. 'I need to know they're okay – all three of them.'

'That I can do.'

Emma hung up and stared at her phone, remembering the rhythmic heartbeats she'd been so terrified of. It started as tripled sound, then three cries, and now they were children with names and personalities; the triplets had never been so real.

Emma could still picture the tiny bundle of blankets placed just within her reach. The boy with blue eyes. Meeting Henry and speaking to him, how could she not think of his brother and sister as well? If Henry wasn't happy - if maybe he needed something more from her than just answers, then Emma had to do the same for the others. She owed it to them, herself, and even to Killian.

Emma brought three babies into the world and gave them away so they could have their best chance.

She had to make sure they got it.

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Notes:<strong> The video for this story will be released in the near future. I hope you enjoyed this first chapter!


	2. The Truth

_I decided to put this chapter up early - enjoy!_

* * *

><p><strong>~ The Truth ~<strong>

'If someone threatens you while offering a basket of fruit, is it still safe to eat the fruit?' Emma asked over the phone, pacing in her room at Granny's.

The morning sunlight was only partially blocked out by the frilly curtains on the window, which Emma kept her back to.

'Depends. What fruit?' Corey yawned through the sound of him shuffling papers.

'Really?' Emma scoffed. 'Apples. Red ones.'

'Huh. Well, probably not,' he said. 'Henry says the woman is the Evil Queen, then the next day she threatens you over a basket of red apples? I wouldn't risk it.'

'Are you serious?' Emma frowned, dropping to sit on the edge of the bed.

Sometimes she couldn't tell if her foster brother was messing with her or not. It was frustrating when her lie detection didn't work over the phone.

'I make a deliberate effort to never be serious,' Corey joked, moving more papers and sipping his coffee. 'I found it makes life boring.'

'Right.' Emma laughed. 'Sometimes I wonder how you catch anyone who skips bail with that outlook on life.'

'The thrill of the chase! Don't tell me you don't feel it?'

Emma rolled her eyes and snatched up the newspaper she'd discarded earlier. Apparently her destroying a historic sign was a big deal in such a small town.

'Okay.' Corey exhaled, causing Emma to tense. Despite his remarks, he could be very serious and it always unnerved her. 'You ready?'

'Just hurry up before I change my mind,' Emma grumbled.

'All your kids are in Storybrooke.'

'What?' Emma stood abruptly. 'How? Regina didn't adopt all three and this...This place is in the middle of _nowhere!_ It's not even on any map.'

'Hey, I don't create the facts just find them,' Corey said. 'Anyway, your daughter and other son are still together. They were adopted by Dory and Michael Tillman when they were two. Their names are Ava and Nicholas.'

Emma sat back on the bed, surprised she didn't sink through to the floor with how heavy she felt. The weight of knowing all three of her babies were in town and had names was not something she was ready to comprehend.

'The thing is, Emma...' Corey hesitated. 'Dory and Michael, they're dead. She died when the kids were five, and Michael three years ago. That's from what I got from Storybrooke; no one in that town seems to exist outside of it. You and the kids, sure - and Dory was born in Tallahassee, but besides that..._Nothing._ It's like everything else just disappeared.'

'Two kids don't just disappear, Corey!' Emma felt dread creep up her spine. 'I need to find them. Where did they live?'

'I'll text you the address, but as far as I can see they weren't picked up by social services and no one I spoke to seemed to even remember Dory or Michael dying. I'll keep digging.'

'Thanks.' Emma hung up and glanced at the framed picture across the room of a sailing ship.

Shaking the image of her son's blue eyes from her mind, Emma decided she needed coffee and headed downstairs.

She'd driven back to Boston the afternoon and night before to pack for her stay in Storybrooke. Emma denied to herself that she'd gathered more than enough for just one week.

Having met Ruby previously, Emma offered the woman a smile as she sat at the counter to read the newspaper.

The hot cocoa with cinnamon gave her pause. Learning it wasn't from the local sheriff with a charming smile, Emma focused on the son she knew the whereabouts of.

'I like cinnamon too,' he said simply, with a smile on his young face.

Emma forced herself not to internally debate if it had reflections of her smile or Killian's. Or both. Henry showed quite a mix in his appearance and she couldn't help being curious. Every new thing she learned about him was both intriguing and painful.

'Don't you have school?' she tried instead. He was dressed in a school uniform, but Emma hadn't checked the time.

Henry had skipped school the day before.

'Duh, I'm ten. Walk me.'

Oh yes, Killian would love this little boy. A fact that kept adding to the ache in her chest as Emma followed Henry to school. He'd gone from believing in fairytales to coming up with "Operation Cobra". She was less put off by it after a restless night of thinking about the whole situation, and just played along. Henry wouldn't drop it anyway; Emma decided to use it as a way to learn more about her son.

The part about the pasts being a haze to the people of the town caught her attention the most; no one seemed to remember what happened to the Tillmans either. Emma pocketed the pages of the book Henry gave her, not wanting to look closer at the blanket with her name on it.

During a pause, she took a chance.

'So...do you know any classmates with the last name Tillman?' Emma bit her lip and avoided eye contact, looking ahead to the school building across the street.

'Sure.' Henry frowned. 'Ava and Nicholas. They're in my class. Why?'

'No reason,' Emma lied.

She couldn't tell him.

It wasn't right; it would mess things up too much. The pesky optimism she tried to bury surfaced at the information that Henry shared the same classroom with his brother and sister. Did he really not know? He seemed like a bright kid and had managed to track her down, yet his own siblings could be as close as one desk over and he hadn't realised? Did they look nothing alike?

So many questions buzzed through her mind and she almost missed Henry waving goodbye, then Mary Margaret approaching her.

Henry believed his teacher was her mother. Emma looked Mary Margaret over again, but sighed and reminded herself it was crazy talk; they were the same age.

'Can I ask you something?' Emma glanced beyond Mary Margaret's shoulder to the children running around.

How could Henry know if she herself couldn't spot her own kids in the crowd? What did they even look like? All she knew was her second son had blue eyes - determining eye colour from the distance was nearly impossible with kids rushing all over the place.

'Of course.' Mary Margaret smiled.

'You have a boy and girl in your class - Nicholas and Ava Tillman?'

'Yes...' She tilted her head at Emma. 'The twins. Why?'

'I...' Emma hesitated.

Should she tell?

Revealing information like that to any stranger was not something she was comfortable with on principal, but she needed to find the other two and make sure they were okay. If they attended school, they must be living somewhere in town. Emma had a gut feeling that Mary Margaret was okay. Regina made it no secret she wasn't friends with her.

'Henry...' Emma met Mary Margaret's eyes, momentarily surprised they were quite the same as her own. Henry's stories were going to her head already. 'I gave birth to triplets.'

'Oh my.' Mary Margaret gasped. 'And you think Ava and Nicholas are...? Wow. That actually makes sense.'

'It does?' Emma frowned.

'I often wondered - I mean, they're the same age and all adopted. They even look similar.' She nodded. 'I take it Henry doesn't know?'

'No. I don't think so.' Emma exhaled. 'I don't know if I should tell him...'

'He has the right to know he has a brother and sister,' Mary Margaret said. 'I gave him that book a month ago when he found out he was adopted. I think, deep down, he always knew. Most children do.'

'He didn't take it well?' Emma thought maybe that's why Henry was so hostile towards his mother now.

Although, given the threats Regina made and the cold attitude she had, it was still debatable.

'His loneliness got worse.' Mary Margaret looked down. 'Now you're here and he's smiling again. That's wonderful. I think, knowing where you come from is a very important thing. I believe you should tell him. Knowing he has a brother and sister would mean the world to him. If it is them. But it's really not my place to say.'

'Right.' Emma glanced back to the school, unable to meet the other woman's eyes. 'Thanks. Just...Don't tell anyone, okay?'

'Of course.' Mary Margaret smiled. 'Good luck.'

Exchanging farewells, Emma watched Mary Margaret walk away and considered her words. She'd forgotten to ask about Henry's therapist but supposed there was still time for that later.

Mary Margaret was absolutely right; Emma realised keeping the secret from Henry would be repeating the cycle she had with her own life of never knowing where she came from. He'd found her, but what about the others? Ava and Nicholas didn't know her and the triplets didn't know each other, not really. Did they feel as lonely as Henry?

Did they wonder where she was and why she gave them away, the same way Emma does about her own parents?

She had to find out so she could put everything to rest and move on with her life. Every moment she spent in that town came with the risk of reaching a point where she couldn't just get into her car and leave.

~ T ~

Emma was wrong to think the first day in Storybrooke had been eventful; it appeared to be the norm for the small town. Either that or she was the cursed one. Regina didn't let up and Emma accepted she'd be butting heads with the woman her entire stay.

She'd exchanged notes over the phone with Corey, then headed to the house Ava and Nicholas had lived in. "Had" being the word, as it was clearly uninhabited.

Her next stop was to see Archie Hopper about Henry's therapy files, which backfired as well when Graham showed up to arrest her. Regina was officially getting on her nerves. Emma didn't even hesitate to take a chainsaw to the Mayor's tree after Mary Margaret bailed her out. It probably wasn't her smartest course of action, but it was the most satisfying.

Regina had to know who she was dealing with.

Emma ignored Regina's summons to meet with her that afternoon. She didn't even care how the Mayor managed to get her phone number; Emma didn't have the time or patience to deal with that woman. She had three kids to check on; while one of them was clearly troubled, Emma didn't even know how the other two were doing.

She packed up her things in Granny's, since she was no longer allowed to stay there, and unceremoniously tossed it into the back seat of her car. Growling, Emma slammed the car door and ignored the spark overhead from a power-line. It happened when she arrived in Storybrooke as well, so she thought little of it.

Emma clutched an envelope of money and headed to Mary Margaret's apartment. She wanted to pay her back, as promised, but hopefully find out more about Ava and Nicholas.

She paced the hallway twice, then knocked loudly on the door.

'Oh.' Mary Margaret smiled at her, opening the door wide.

'Hey,' Emma said. 'Just wanted to say thank you and um, pay you back the bail money.' She held out the envelope, which Mary Margaret accepted with a nod.

'You look like you need to talk.'

'Maybe.' Emma sighed, remaining firm in the hallway. 'But I can't. I need to...Do you know anything about them? I mean, where they live? I checked their last listed address but it doesn't look like anyone's lived there for a while.'

'Oh.' Mary Margaret tilted her head. 'Sorry, no. That's strange.'

'Which seems to the motto of this town,' Emma muttered. 'What...Do they look like?'

Mary Margaret smiled at her in such a sad way, making Emma uncomfortable again. She offered her to come in, but Emma refused. She was too amped up to sit and talk properly. It was also a new concept, to have someone to actually talk to in the way Mary Margaret offered.

'Well, Ava is tall for her age. Hair, like yours. Green eyes too.'

Mary Margaret's words made Emma tear up, though she crossed her arms tightly to keep herself together.

'Nicholas has blue eyes and black hair. Like Henry, they're both bright students and very creative. Ava is more outspoken while Nicholas keeps to himself.'

Emma listened and tried to picture them in her mind. All she could see was a nearly-faded memory of herself and Killian when they'd been nine, sitting in a field of flowers at night. It confused her, as Emma wasn't sure where the memory came from or how it was even possible.

Her memories of Killian were generally rather vague and inconsistent.

Their daughter looked like her and their son resembled Killian, yet Henry was more of a blend of the two. It made Emma want to see the three of them together. Her three babies, each so different yet the same. Ava and Nicholas had each other, but Henry was alone.

They were triplets; the whole situation felt wrong.

'Emma?'

'Sorry, um...' She shook her head.

Emma considered leaving as she was making things harder for Henry with the battle against Regina, but how could she leave the other two? Giving them up for adoption was a unified thing; she gave them away together, for their best chance. How did she handle a situation where staying might be good for two and damaging for the other? Considering each child individually only made everything harder, but Emma knew there was a way she might still be able to help Henry.

To hell with Regina; after the recent stunts she'd pulled, Emma questioned what was more important to the woman.

'I have to go,' Emma said to Mary Margaret, and left.

She crossed the street and was startled to nearly walk into the boy himself.

'There you are!' Henry smiled, exhaling with dramatic relief. 'I thought she got to you.'

'Oh she got to me alright,' Emma grumbled sarcastically. 'Henry, I need to talk to you.' She nudged his shoulder, gesturing to a bench for them to sit down. The kid didn't budge.

'Do you think I'm crazy?' Henry fixed her with tearful, green eyes. 'My mum said you told her I was.'

'I think the curse is crazy,' Emma replied. 'Your mother is lying.'

'She does that a lot.' Henry looked down and moved to join her on the bench.

She could feel his sadness and loneliness. It pained her - this was not how things were supposed to go; he was meant to be adopted into a loving home where he'd be safe and happy. They all were.

'Henry, listen to me.' Emma pat his shoulder to get his attention. He titled his head to glance sideways at her, head still ducked. 'I stayed here for one simple reason – you. I wanted to get to know you. Yes, I think the curse is crazy but what do I know? There are a lot of crazy things in this world. Maybe it is true.'

Henry lifted his chin and offered her a smile.

'But that's not what I wanted to talk to you about.' Emma inhaled a deep breath and braced herself.

This could go horribly wrong, but she had to tell him.

It pained her too much to see his loneliness and the sight of her children split up. She also had the feeling Regina knew, based on some things she'd said on the phone earlier. Not outright indications, but Emma was used to reading between the lines.

'What is it?' Henry asked, shifting on the bench.

'I don't know if I should be telling you this. It's going to mess a _lot_ of things up, probably, but Henry...You have the right to know where you came from.' Emma nodded. 'I didn't just have you. I gave birth to triplets; you were one of them.'

'What?' His eyes were wide and mouth agape. 'I...I have brothers or sisters? I'm a _triplet?'_

'Yes. You have a brother and sister.'

'Ava and Nicholas!' Henry jumped to his feet. 'That's why you were asking about them! They're my...Family?'

Emma hadn't counted on him putting it together right away and winced at the ramifications it could have on everything. Still, the hope shining within his shock gave her confidence that it was the right thing to do.

'I tried to find them, to check up on them too,' Emma revealed. 'But their house is empty. Do you know where they might be living? And who with?'

'No.' Henry shook his head. 'But this is...I have a _brother_ and a _sister!_ Wow! We're gonna find them and tell them, right? They need to meet you too! And they can help with Operation Cobra, and-'

'Whoa, kid, slow down!' Emma stood as well. 'One thing at a time, okay? They might not even know they're adopted. They could be happy; we can't just go barging in on their lives.'

'But they're my brother and sister.' Henry's enthusiasm deflated. 'They should know where they come from too. Meeting you was the best thing that happened to me.'

'I'm sure it wasn't the _best_ thing,' Emma said. 'But I need you to trust me, okay? Let me handle this. I just thought you deserved to know.'

'Thank you!' Henry rushed at her, encircling his arms around her middle in a hug.

Emma felt like she'd been hit with an elephant. Her chest constricted at the gesture and couldn't help wrapping him in her arms. Her son; she allowed herself to use that title.

'I knew you were here to help me!' Henry's voice was muffled against her shirt.

'That's right, kid, I am.' Emma promised, pulling him back to meet his eyes. 'And nothing, not even a curse, is gonna stop that.'

* * *

><p><strong>Author's Notes:<strong> _Are you looking forward to Emma meeting Ava and Nicholas? What do you think of her past with Killian so far? I hope everyone is enjoying this story as I'm excited to share it with you!_


End file.
